ITALIANS   IN   EXILE

over the face of the Giuseppino, a sort of steady faith, even
in disappointment He gave me a copy of a little Anarchist
paper published in Geneva. UAnarchista^ I believe it was
called. I glanced at it. It was in Italian, naive, simple,
rather rhetorical. So they were all Anarchists, these
Italians*

I ran down the hill in the thick Swiss darkness to the
little bridge, and along the uneven cobbled street I did
not want to think, I did not want to know. I wanted to
arrest my activity, to keep it confined to the moment, to
the adventure*

When I came to the flight of stone steps which led up to
the door of the inn, at the side I saw in the darkness two
figures. They said a low good-night and parted; the girl
began to knock at the door, the man disappeared. It was
the niece of the landlady parting from her lover.

We waited outside the locked door, at the top of the
stone steps, in the darkness of midnight The stream
rustled below. Then came a shouting and an insane snarl-
ing within the passage; the bolts were not withdrawn.

*It is the gentleman, it is the strange gentleman,' called
the giri

Then came again the furious shouting snarls, and the
landlord's mad voice:

'Stop out, stop out there. The door won't be opened
again.'

*The strange gentleman is here,* repeated the girl

Then more movement was heard, and the door was
suddenly opened, and the landlord rushed out upon us,
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